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because they were having a crack at the FriJoIins, and both he and
his mates hoped their turn would soon come.   That cheered me up.
"Why," asked Robert, when we were eating our lunch, "do we
live in such times?" I shrugged my shoulders. "Ask the Germans.
They provide the world with such times at regular intervals. I'm
not embittered about the actual situation. We'll pull through.
But I'm bitter that such a state of affairs can exist twenty years
after the Germans have been licked." "Can you work ?" Robert
asked. "No," I answered. "Nor can 1," and he looked worried. "It's
killing my nerves." "You really can't complain. Think of those who
lie under the seventy-ton tanks." lie shuddered.
It was time, I decided, to find out exactly wlul was happening.
I went, 'therefore, Lo see my friend, (he Cabinet Minister's niece.
Her uncle was a member of the Reynaud government, so she should
know. She assured me that a kind of miracle had actually taken
place. The Germans had scattered their forces, and instead of
pushing on to Paris they had made for the coast, giving Weygand
time to regroup his forces, and now it could be said the danger was
over. Because it was over we could talk freely and indulge in
shuddering at the thought of a calamity that could no longer
happen. She said that when Weygand took over he exclaimed in
horror that there was less material at his disposal in Trance than
he had in the Middle East. I asked if it was true that Laval and
Flandin had been arrested. She denied it: Gamelin hadn't com-
mitted suicide either. I asked about the running (debiner was the
word Paris used). Her explanation was that the eight months' lull
had sapped the morale of the Army but the morale was returning*
The French always rise at the crucial moment. I nodded. I left her
in excellent spirits and I never saw her again. As far as I know she
was killed in the dastardly bombing of Orleans.
On my way back to the Buttc the sirens sounded. My taxi was
stopped by a policeman, who sent me into a doorway. The police
emptied the street. The passers-by didn't approve of it and filtered
back. A fat woman in a grey dress came walking down the street.
She was carrying a bunch of roses and her perspiring face was of the
hue of the roses; only redder. She walked on muttering to herself:
"This is really too much, this is really too much." One further
proof that the heart of the French was in the right place.
Next day, or perhaps it was the day after, Dodo's puppies were
born. Why, in Heaven's name, they chose that moment to come